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mistress of the house. A servant girl, speaking German,
came into the room. She asked where and how the
"Herrschaften" wished their tea and my host gave
the orders. He indicated the kind of biscuits he wanted
with the tea. He mentioned a special brand of jam,
an unopened jar, which he had that afternoon bought
at the Torgsin, the government's store for foreigners.
His wife listened completely uninterested.
His wife played something on the piano. My ac-
quaintance listened to the playing as one not too
familiar with the music nor with the person who was
playing it.
Conversation was resumed. My host asked questions
about Moscow, about the foreigners living in it, es-
pecially Americans. I mentioned the names of several
New Yorkers holding important positions with the
Soviet government.
The young woman listened with deep tension. She
seemed relieved to find that none of the men whose
names I had mentioned were personally known to her.
Throughout the evening she had not once alluded to
her past, or her family. Nor had she once addressed
her husband by his first name.
When I was leaving, my host insisted on seeing me
to the street car. He inquired of the young woman
whether she wished to come along. She declined.
In the street he explained that the young woman
was his "Soviet wife." Like himself she was from New
York, but they had not known each other there. He